As I walked down the stone steps to the beach, how-
ever, I made up my mind that, for once at any rate, I
would have to shed my inhibitions. I must be confident
and friendly, I must think of amusing things to say, I
must manage the conversation, be subtle. I had work to
do.

The small beach was now in complete shadow and a
faint breeze off the sea was beginning to stir the tops of
the trees; but it was still very warm. I could see the heads
of two men and two women over the backs of the deck-
chairs in which their owners were sitting; and as I neared
the foot of the steps I could hear that they were attempt-
ing to carry on a conversation in French.

I walked across the sand, sat a few metres from them
on the end of one of the trestles on which the dinghy
was being painted, and gazed out across the bay.

From the quick look I had got in as I sat down I knew
that in the two chairs nearest me were a young man of
about twenty-three and a girl of about twenty. They had
been swimming, and it was evidently their brown legs
that I had seen from the terrace that morning. I judged
from their French that these were the two Americans,
Warren and Mary Skelton.

The other two were very different. Both were middle-
aged and very fat. I remembered having noticed them
before. The man had a beaming moonlike face and a
torso that from a distance looked almost spherical. This
illusion was due in some measure to the trousers he
wore. They were of some dark material and had very
short, narrow legs. The tops of them, akeady very high,
were drawn up over his round belly almost to his arm-
pits by very powerful braces. He wore a tennis shirt
open at the neck and no jacket. He might have walked
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